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(Not less the bee would range her cells.
The furzy prickle fire the dells,
The foxglove cluster dappled bells.'
I said thatc all the years invent;
Each month is various to present
The world with some development.
f Were this not well, to hide mine hour
Tho' watching from a ruin'd tower
How grows the day of human power ? *
'The highest-mounted mind/ he said,
(Still sees the sacred morning spread
The silent summit overhead.
* Will thirty seasons render plain
Those lonely lights that still remain,
Just breaking over land and main ?
e Or make that morn, from his cold crown
And crystal silence creeping down,
Flood with full daylight glebe and town ?
s Forerun thy peers, thy time, and let
Thy feet, millenniums hence, be set
In midst of knowledge, dream'd not yet
'Thou hast not gain'd a real height,
Nor art thou nearer to the light.
Because the scale is infinite.
('Twere better not to breathe or speak,
Than cry for strength, remaining weak,
And seem to find, but still to seek.
f Moreover, but to seem to find
Asks what thou lackest, thought resigned
A healthy frame, a quiet mind.*